The Ttagidte *> 

Ifctierhe haue wife let her bemad , 

As iniferable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Cbertlej with your holy load 
Taken from Paaletxo be interred there : 

And ftill as you arc weary of the waight. 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries coarfe. 

Enter Gloetfier. 

glo. Stay you that beare the coarfe.and let it downe, 
La. What blacke Magitian, conjures vp this fiend 
To flop denoted charitable deeds > 

G’/«.Villainc 1 fet downe the coarfe or by Saint Paul, 
lie make a coarfc ofhim that d ifobeyes ? 

Gen. Stand backeaod Let the coffin paffe, 

Glo. Vmnannc-r’d dog, ftand thou when I command, 
Aduance thy halbert higher then mybreft, 

Or by Saint fWite ftrike tiree to my foote. 

And fpurnevpon theebeggerfor thy boldnes. 

L a. What do you tremble, are you all affraid } 

Alas, I blame you not For you are mortall. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the Diucll. 

Auant thou fearefull minrifterof hell. 

Thou hadft bot power ouer his mortall body. 

His foule thou canft not baue therefore be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charity, bee not lb curft. 

La. Foule diucll, for Gods lake hence and trouble finer, 
For thou'haft made the happy earth thy hell : 

Fil’d it with curfing cries and deepe exclaimes. 

If thou delight to vew thyhanious deeds. 

Behold this patterne of riiy batdheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee , fee dead henries wounds. 

Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afrc'fh, 

Bfufti, blufhjtheu lumpe offouledcFormity, 

For tis thy prefencethst txhais rhis blood, 

From cold and emptit 'eyncs'wherCTio bteud dwel*. 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prcuokes this deluge mdft vnnaturall, 

Oh Ood, which this bloud mad’ft, reuenge his death s 
Oh earth wbich lhls Bloud drfokH, reuenge his deatb t 
Either he*n«i vvith lightning ftrike the muithercr dead 




q/ Richard the Third. 

Ox earth gspe open wide, and cate him quicke 
M thou aidft fwallow vp this Kln f b * ooi> 

W hich his HeH- gouernd.»rmeU*th bucchored . 

Glo. Lady, you know no rule of chanty, 

Whch render good for bad , blclfiugs for curfes. 

La- Villa nne, thou knowft no law ot G lod, nor maa: 

No beaft lo fierce, but kaowes fo me touch of pittie, 

Glo Rut 1 know none, and therefore a n no beatt. 

O i wonderful! when dcuils tell enr truth, 

Glo, More wondcr r ull when Angels are lb angry, 
Vouchfafe deuine perfc<ftion of a woman, 

O thefe fuppofed euih togitie me leaue, 

By circumlbnce but to acquit rr,y felfc. 

La. vcnchfafc defufed infc<ftion of a man. 

For thfe knowne euils but to giua me leaue. 

By circumlbnce to curfe thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Eairerthen tongue can name thee, let me haur 
Some patient leafure to excufc my felfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinks thee , thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difpaire I Ihould accufe my felfe. 

La. And by difparinglhouldftthou ftandexcufde. 
Fordoing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didfljvn worthy flaughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that 1 flew them not. 

La. Why then they are notdead ; 

But dead they areaad diuehfhflauc by thee. 

Glo, I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then he isialioe. 

Glo. Nay he is dead and ft aine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy, foule throat thou Left. Qucene Margret law 
Thy bloody faulchion Cmooking in his blood. 

The which thou once didft bend againft het breft, 

But that my brother bear aflide the poy nt. 

Glo. I was prouoked by her fUaderoOi tongue 
WhicMaid her guilt vpon my guiltlelle fliouldcrs. 

La, Thou waft prouoked by thy bloody mitide. 

Which nr uer dreamt on ought : but buicheryes : 

Didft thou not kill this King ? Gh. I grant yee. 

B La. 
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